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Sacred Heart Statue 


This statue, ornate in appearance, has a receptacle at the base for 
a Vigil Light Glass, which makes it convenient and attractive for home 
devotions. One Statue (13 inches in height), one Ruby Glass, and one 
dozen Vigil Lights will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of $2.50. 
= Please Order From: — 
WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CoO., Inc. 
162 N. Franklin Street, Chicago, Il. 





Conception College and Academy 
Conception, Missouri 
A classical High School and College conducted by the 
Benedictine Fathers. Special attention given to young men of 
moderate means who wish to prepare for the holy priesthood. 


For catalog apply to the Rev. Rector. 





Sacrament Crucifix 
For the Catholic Home 

This handsome sick call set contains all articles needed when the 
priest comes to the home to administer the sacraments. The Crucifix 
and container are made of selected wood, walnut finish, about 14 in. 
high and 9 in. wide. It may be set in any convenient place or hung 
on the wall, always ready for use. The corpus may be had in either 
bronze or luminous finish (the latter visible at night) or gold plated. 
With each set is included a booklet of instructions, which also contains 
valuable suggestions and prayers for use in the sick room, especially 
at the time of death. The Crucifix may be blessed with the usual 
indulgences. The Sacrament Crucifix may also be used as a home 
altar. 

Prices: Set with bronze or luminous corpus — $3.25 each. 

Set with gold plated corpus — $3.75 each. 


Order Through: — 
Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


Printed and published monthly in English and in German by the 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri, under a 
Benedictine Father. 


Subscription Price: $1.00 per year, or $2.00 for three years. 
Foreign countries: $1.25 per year, or $2.50 for three years. 


Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the post office 
at Clyde, Missouri, under the Act of Congress of March 3, 1897. Ac- 
ceptance for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in section 
1108, Act of October 3, 1917, authorized July 17, 1918. 























Houta You Like to Possess 


I One or more of the following PREMIUMS 


given for NEW Subscriptions 
o “Tabernacle and Purgatory’’? 


9-9-9 
For ONE New Subscription 


Three blessed medals — the scapular medal, 
which may be worn in place of the scapular; many 
persons prefer to wear the medal rather than the 
scapular to avoid the inconvenience of the latter; 
medal of the Infant of Prague — devotion to the Divine 
Infant under this title is ever growing, and marvelous 
favors have been obtained through the devout use of 
this little medal, especially efficacious for children; 
jubilee medal of St. Benedict, with explanatory leaflet, 
giving the vast number of indulgences which may be 
gained by wearing the medal. OR: — 

Picture of St. Anne — suitable for framing, size 
6x8 inches. The picture, in dainty colors, depicts 
St. Anne with the Child Mary, and would be a beautiful adornment 
for any room. OR: — 

One of the three following booklets: Devotion to the Precious 
Blood, or Good St. Anne, or St. Benedict, the Beloved of God. 


For TWO New Subscriptions 


Medal Stories for Children — a collection of appealing stories for 
children, attractively illustrated, with colorful paper binding. Books 
which would hold a child’s interest, at the same time giving them the 
Catholic view point on various subjects. Four such books, with different 
stories, may be had for FIVE new subscriptions. An ideal birthday 
gift or remembrance of First Holy Communion. 


For THREE New Subscriptions 


One hundred of our assorted prayer leaflets — comprising a great 
variety of beautiful and efficacious prayers. Ideal for insertion in 
letters to relatives and friends, as well as for private use. OR: — 

One hundred of our assorted pictures, with prayers on reverse 
side. A number of such leaflets would make a lovely gift for religious, 
or for your pastor. 


Please State Premium Desired 
Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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St. CBenedict, At bbot — Patriarch of “Western C/Vonks 


As the feast of St. Benedict, March 21, occurs during Lent, it is shorn of its 
solemnity to some degree. The Benedictine Order therefore celebrates a second 
feast, the Solemnity of St. Benedict, on July 11, on which — according to the 
Preface — we give thanks to God for having constituted the blessed Confessor 
Benedict a leader and heavenly master of an innumerable multitude of sons... 
May he, whose own soul was filled with the spirit of all the just, teach us to 
regard earthly things at their true value and to aspire with all our hearts after 
the eternal joys of heaven. 

















Tabernacle and Purgatory 





A monthly periodical devoted to the Most Blessed Sacrament and the consolation 
of the Poor Souls. Price, $1.00; Canada, $1.25. Published with the approval of Most Rev. 
Charles Hubert LeBlond, Bishop of St. Joseph, and the Blessing of Pope Pius XI. 





Vol. 35 July, 1939 No. 3 





Calvary’s Blood-Shedding Continually 
Renewed 


HE ever-swinging pendulum of the ecclesiastical cycle 
directs our attention once more to the Precious Blood of 
our Divine Savior, the glorious Pledge of our salvation, 
the infinitely valuable Price of our Redemption. During 
the month of July, Holy Church urges her children in 
a special manner to pay reverent homage to the Blood 
of the Lamb, once shed to the last drop upon the Cross 

of Calvary, and now daily shed in a mystical manner at every hour of 

the day and night upon the altars of the world, in the holy Sacrifice 
of the Mass. 
The Council of Trent calls Holy Mass the holiest action that can 

be performed in the Catholic Church. Similarly, spiritual writers, in a 

vain effort to give expression to the greatness of the Holy Sacrifice, 

have called it the Hidden Treasure of Graces, the Soul of Devotion, the 

Sun of Spiritual Exercises, an unspeakable Mystery which encloses all 

the abysses of Divine love. And indeed, what else but an excess of 

indescribable love could have induced the Lamb of God to offer the 
sacrifice of His holy Blood, infinite in value, to the Heavenly Father as 
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often as this great Sacrifice is offered upon our altars, thus continually 
renewing the Sacrifice of the Cross! 

St. Thomas, the Angelic Doctor, tells us that the Precious Blood 
of Jesus, the Immaculate Lamb, was offered on the Cross for four 
principal ends: To restore infinite honor to God, to make atonement 
to Divine Justice for the world’s transgressions, to render worthy thanks 
to the infinite goodness of God for all the benefits bestowed upon us, 
and lastly to obtain for us the necessary graces for our salvation. And 
for these same ends does Jesus Christ deign to offer every day the 
unbloody renewal of the bloody sacrifice on Calvary. 

The death which Our Lord suffered once upon the Cross is renewed 
unnumbered times upon our altars. That Blood, which through 
excessive torments flowed once from His veins upon Calvary in such 
abundance that the sun was darkened and the rocks were rent asunder, 
is now poured out upon our altars, not in consequence of ill-treat- 
ment but by virtue of a few mysterious words. Here are needed 
no more the sharp pointed nails to transfix His hands and feet, nor 
the cruel lance to pierce His side. His love, a yet stronger instrument, 
and other instruments more active, His priests, mystically slay Jesus 
upon our altars. Upon the Holy Table, He gives His Blood for us 
every day so truly and really that a single drop of It offered to the 
Eternal Father would suffice to redeem the whole human race. Ah, what 
a marvel of Divine Love! As though it had not been enough for Him 
to die once upon the Cross, He would now renew every hour the 
dolorous process of His death. 

From time to time, Jesus has given miraculous confirmation of 
the reality of His blood-shedding upon our altars. An incident of 
this kind occurred in the year 1330, in Wallduern, in the diocese of 
Mainz (now Wuerzburg) Germany. During the Mass he was celebrating, 
a priest by the name of Henry Otto inadvertently upset the chalice 
containing the Precious Blood so that It flowed out upon the corporal. 
The stains appeared at once a natural Blood color, so as to form a 
wonderful image upon the corporal. In the centre was the figure of 
Christ extended upon the Cross, and on all sides where the streams of 
Blood flowed, the Countenance of Our Savior could be seen as It appears 
on the veil of Veronica. The unfortunate priest was so frightened that 
he could not bring himself to disclose to anyone what had happened, 
though some of those present in the church had witnessed the accident. 
The priest quickly folded the moist corporal and laid it aside. After 
the people had left the church, he hid the blood-stained linen under 
the altar stone, with the intention of concealing it so that the event 
would never become known. But Divine Providence decreed otherwise. 
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Father Otto became ill; he suffered intense torments of conscience, and 
though death seemed imminent, the priest lingered on in this suffering 
state. At length he realized that God would not permit him to depart 
this life until he had revealed the secret of the wonderful corporal. He 
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The miraculous corporal of Wallduern 


contritely confessed his guilt and disclosed the place where he had 
hidden the miraculous cloth. After his death, it was found just as he 
had indicated. God, who permitted the accident for the glorification 
of the Precious Blood of Christ, has deigned to manifest at that place 
numerous miraculous interventions of grace, for over a period of five 
hundred years. 

Oh, what a marvel of Divine love is Holy Mass! As though it 
were not sufficient for Jesus to have died once for our Redemption, 
He renews now at every hour His redeeming Sacrifice. The one offer- 
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ing — of infinite value— which He made upon the Cross, did not 
satisfy His Heart; even now, His sacred Blood seems to be pouring 
from His veins for our Redemption. 

And yet, how do Catholics assist at Holy Mass? Do they unite 
with the priest in an intimate offering of the Precious Blood? Ah, no, 
is it not rather that they often are irreverent, distracted, even during 
the most sacred moments of the Holy Sacrifice? They have not, indeed, 
come to the celebration of Holy Mass to mock, as the Jews did to 
Calvary, yet, by their coldness and distraction, many of them, as it 
were, tear open again the wounds of the Savior, and the Precious Blood, 
instead of flowing for their salvation, may indeed be a seal upon their 
eternal ruin. In view of the fact that this coldness and indifference 
is multiplied many times over, should we still wonder that Our Lord 
gives to humanity in the present age such evident signs of His Divine 
wrath? Jt is the Blood of Christ, thus profaned, which cries for ven- 
geance against cold and indifferent souls. 

Let us, then, make the resolution to appease the just wrath of God 
by our reverence during the celebration of: Holy Mass, by devoutly 
uniting with the priest in the offering of the Precious Blood in atone- 
ment for our own sins and for the many poor sinners who are either 
ignorant of the value of the Precious Blood or. culpably indifferent 
toward It. In this way, we shall restore honor to the Eternal Father, 
render worthy satisfaction, offer thanksgiving for His many benefits 
and receive innumerable graces and blessings. May it henceforth be 
our greatest happiness to assist at the celebration of Holy Mass with 
recollection and devotion, for, as St. Charles Borromeo assures us, 
it is truly the greatest delight and happiness, a paradise on earth, to 
assist at the celebration of even one Holy Mass. 

O beneficent Jesus, in the sublime and holy Sacrifice by which 
Thou dost daily offer for us Thy Precious Blood, the excess of Thy 
love is clear to us. But we see also how Thy Heart is wounded by pain 
because we have so often assisted at Holy Mass without reverence or 
devotion. We seem to hear Thy severe yet well-merited reproach, and 
we weep for our negligence, promising to do better in future. Hence- 
forth we shall always place great value on this precious treasure of 
grace. No day shall pass in which we shall not offer the Adorable 
Blood with the priests celebrating Holy Mass, and according to Thy 
intentions, O Jesus. And that our homage may be pleasing to Thee, 
we shall unite it with that of the Sorrowful Mother, the choirs of 
angels and all the saints in heaven and upon earth. 
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St. Anne, the Model and Patroness of Christian Mothers 


MB 


St. Anne not only teaches mothers how to rear their children in a 
Christian manner, but also gives them a sublime example of generosity in 
dedicating their children to the service of God. Let Christian mothers who 
are tempted to refuse God the sacrifice He asks of them of a son or daughter 
turn to St. Anne. She will obtain for them the grace to bring cheerfully the 
sacrifice which, like her own, may be of tremendous consequence for the 
Salvation of souls. 
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‘‘What Shall We Receive in Return?’’ 





NE day a lady stepped into the Convent reception room 
at Tucson, Arizona. In her hand she held $3.57, and 
said: “Take it, Sister. It is the fruit of a painful sacri- 
fice! It is not such a great amount, but the object 
which I so keenly desired cost just that sum, and I tore 
myself away from it. I was holding it in my hands, 
when the thought occurred to me to sacrifice it for love 

of Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament for your future Adoration Chapel.” 

— How benignly the Divine Savior must have regarded that soul, for 

it is not the amount of the gift, but the love of the giver which touches 

the compassionate Heart of Jesus. 

Many of our dear friends and readers are bringing sacrifices for 
the new sanctuary in Tucson, and we offer to you an expression of 
heartfelt gratitude. Perhaps, however, St. Peter’s question: “Lord, 
we have given... what shall we receive in return?” re-echoes in your 
hearts. 

What shall you receive in return? First of all, you offer consola- 
tion to the Divine Heart of Jesus. To give HIM joy, is it not worth 
every pain? How much HE has done for us through the merits of His 
earthly life, through His mediation in heaven, and through His constant 
Presence in the Sacrament of His Love! Yet in cities with hundreds 
of thousands of inhabitants, does not our dear Lord remain in many 
tabernacles neglected, scorned, unknown? This indifference and 
contempt grieves His Heart, and He one day poured out His interior 
suffering to St. Gertrude: “This I feel more keenly than all I endured 
in My Passion. If they would answer love for love, I should look 
upon all I have done for them as little, and I should, if that were 
possible, do still more.” Those who love Jesus in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, those through whose sacrifices He will be enabled to reign from 
another Eucharistic throne, are truly consolers of His suffering Heart. 

Secondly, you enjoy a special privilege in having your initials 
engraven on the monstrance to be used in the future Adoration Chapel. 
How sweet and glorious a privilege to have a representative, bearing 
one’s initials, so very near to the God of heaven and earth! And oh, 
how near that representative will be! Could it breathe, its breath 
would touch Him who gives life and being to all things — who sustains 
all creation by a simple act of His almighty power, and this, not for 
a short time only, but constantly as Jesus reigns upon His Eucharistic 
Throne. 
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Thirdly, you not only share in the unceasing adoration of the 
Benedictine Sisters, but likewise in that of hundreds of Sentinels and 
‘Knights of the Blessed Sacrament in Tucson, Arizona. Even though 
now the royal Throne of Jesus is so tiny and so humble, He is seldom 
without either Knights or Sentinels on guard! Like incense, their 
adoring love continually rises to the Eucharistic Throne to compensate , 
for the thousands of tabernacles in which He is left alone, with only 
the flickering flame of the sanctuary lamp keeping vigil before Him. 
Abundant graces cannot but stream forth upon these loving souls, 
and likewise upon yours, if you make a permanent Adoration Chapel 
possible wherein many Eucharistic adorers may keep their vigil of love. 

Fourthly, countless blessings will radiate from the Divine Heart 
of Jesus, in return for your sacrifices. You shall have consoled His 
loving Heart by your own heart’s being so thoughtful, so grateful, so 
loving. Surely the sunshine of Our Savior’s love will diffuse itself 
into your life. Jesus will draw you ever closer to Himself, He will 
lighten your burdens, comfort you in sufferings, and sanctify your every 
action. And who could doubt that at the hour of death His special 
assistance and that of His Virgin Mother will be yours? 

“Lord, what shall we receive?” — Ah, infinitely more than we 
give! Let us make the proposed Adoration Sanctuary in Tucson a 
speedy reality! The enclosed supplement explains how you may gain 
the privilege of having your initials engraven on the monstrance. 


ape 
One of God’s Joy-Bearers 


(Sister Mary Fortunata Viti, 0.S.B.) 
Concluded 





RECIOUS in the sight of God is the death of His saints,” 
sang the royal psalmist in days of old (Ps. cxv. 15). 
These inspired words, eternally true, might fittingly have 
been chanted beside the deathbed of Sister Mary For- 
tunata. Her long course of ninety-six years, spent in 
a constant endeavor to please God and to win immortal 
souls to His love, had now been peacefully terminated,— 

absorbed in the bosom of eternal years even as a ray of candle light 

is absorbed by the sun’s luminous rays. For seventy years she had 
dwelt in the same humble surroundings, within the narrow convent 
walls of St. Mary’s of the Franks, following day after day the same 
course of activity and the same monastic observance, in a life of seem- 
ingly endless monotony. But the interior well-springs of that life were 
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daily fed at the fountains of sanctity, and grace achieved its glorious 
triumph by leading her to the heights of spiritual perfection and union 
with God. 

If we were to seek out the characteristic virtue of Sister Mary 
Fortunata, we should find the golden thread of charity — ardent love 
of God and humble, loving service of neighbor — woven and inter- 
woven in the fabric of her daily existence. What though her life was 
spent within narrow cloister walls! Did not faith open to her the vast 
realms of the supernatural, where her spirit soared aloft on the wings 
of love as the eagle spreads its mighty pinions and soars upward to 
the blue dome of the heavens? Her work, though humble, was a service 
of Christ; and in His service do not all things become great? So the 
beams of light streamed from the ever-lighted lamp of this prudent 
virgin, illuminating the entire Church of God and spreading their rays 
to the farthest ends of the world — a world feverish and restless because 
it knows not the peace of a life lived in and for God. 

And what a fountain of consolation wells up from the humble 
hidden life of this lowly “Joy-bearer of God” for the refreshment of 
other pilgrims of earth whose lives, like hers, are confined to narrow 
ways and lowly tasks, in an endless monotony of seemingly trivial 
occupations. To such the life of Mary Fortunata will be a well-spring 
of encouragement, a shining example, a living testimony to the truth 
that even the lowliest deeds, springing from a heart in love with God, 
are precious in the sight of God and are made glorious by Him in the 
annals of eternity. This lowly life proclaims anew to the proud, re- 
bellious world that humility is a kingly service, that true greatness lies 
in self-effacement, that patience and love are the handmaids of heroism. 

Immediately after her death, the little chamber of Sister Fortunata 
was transformed, as it were, into an oratory. The Sisters vied with 
one another in keeping vigil beside her cherished remains. Clothed 
in the lowly habit of religion which she had worn so many years, a 
wreath of lilies twined about her brow, her waxen fingers clasping her 
cherished rosary and crucifix, the silent form of the aged Sister breathed 
peace and spiritual joy. The simple funeral rites, held in the little 
convent church on the morning of November 22d, were attended only 
by the members of the religious family and a few devout persons from 
Veroli. When the last blessing had been imparted and the strains of 
the “In Paradisum” had died away, the humble coffin was borne by 
four men to a hearse waiting at the convent gate, and accompanied to 
the cemetery only by a cross-bearer, the chaplain with his server, and 
the cemetery attendant. 


In the quiet cemetery, extending along the slope of a hill a short 
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distance from the city, the remains of Sister Fortunata were laid to 
rest. No tombstone marked the place of her last repose, and in the 
eyes of the world it seemed evident that the name of Mary Fortunata 
was destined soon to sink into oblivion. But “the eyes of the Lord are 
upon the just” (Ps. xxxiii. 16), and the Divine Bridegroom was but 
biding His time to render the tomb of His beloved glorious. 

Like St. Therese, the Little Flower of Jesus, whose soul hers re- 
sembled in its ardent love and childlike simplicity, Sister Mary Fortu- 
nata had promised that she would spend her heaven in doing good upon 
earth. “When I am once in heaven,” she often told her Sisters, “I 
shall continue doing good to others.” And now had come the hour 
for the fulfilment of her promise. Even during her lifetime the prayers 
of Sister Fortunata had often proved their efficacy in behalf of others. 
And now that death had taken her to a more blessed realm, it was but 
natural that the prayers and petitions of those who had been wont to 
ask her aid should follow her. Poverty, anxiety, sickness and suffering 
were recommended to the merciful helper of Veroli, and the many 
favors obtained from heaven seemed to evidence that God was gratifying 
the wish of His loving handmaid. The fame of these miraculous favors 
soon became widespread, and in the course of time the Reverend Mother 
Abbess, Donna Maria Candida Bisleti, was induced to gather testimonies 
of the virtues of Sister Mary Fortunata and to lay them before the 
ecclesiastical tribunal with a view to petitioning her beatification. 

On November 28, 1929, the Bishop of Veroli appointed Dom Pietro 
Ricci, a Benedictine monk of Valumbrosa, as Postulator of the cause, 
and on March 3, 1930, the official tribunal was established by episcopal 
decree. Soon after his nomination, however, the Postulator died, and 
was closely followed in death by the Bishop. The cause of Sister 
Fortunata therefore remained dormant for a time. After an interim 
of four years, a new Postulator was appointed, in the person of Dom 
Gabriel Locher, O.S.B., the Secretary of the Most Reverend Abbot 
Primate of the Benedictine Order. The new Bishop likewise devoted 
himself zealously to the cause. He appointed an ecclesiastical court, 
the first session of which was held on the feast of the Solemnity of 
St. Benedict, July 11, 1934. This date was chosen inadvertently, in 
the natural concurrence of events, so that one might regard it as an 
indication that the great Patriarch of Western monks himself willed 
to glorify this humble daughter of his great spiritual family. 

Repeatedly the wish had been expressed that the remains of Sister 
Mary Fortunata be brought back within the precincts of Veroli. The 
Reverend Postulator therefore consulted the necessary civil and religious 
authorities, and after some difficulty obtained the desired permission. 
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The day chosen for the translation of the remains was the feast of the 
death of St. Benedict, March 21, 1935, the 84th anniversary of Sister 
Fortunata’s entrance into the cloister. As an official act for the in- 
auguration of the process of beatification, the grave of the servant of 
God was opened on March 17th, in the presence of civil and ecclesias- 
tical authorities, and the remains identified. They were found in a 
fair state of preservation, and emitted a pleasing odor, as witnesses 
testified. The remains were clothed in a new habit and transferred to 
another coffin, which was carefully sealed and guarded, and preserved 
in the cemetery chapel until the morning of the 21st. 

The episcopal curate had given notice of the translation of the 
remains, at the same time pointing to the rubrics of the Church which 
demanded that the ceremony bear the character of a funeral procession. 
However, this did not hinder the day from becoming a triumphal one 
for Veroli. It was a warm, sunny day, and the city was arrayed in 
festive attire. People streamed in from the surrounding country and 
villages, many of them walking in prayerful procession with their 
pastor at their head. When, at about three o’clock in the afternoon, 
the funeral cortege left the cemetery, it was greeted by thousands of 
pious spectators, who lined the way from the cemetery to the city. 
A seemingly endless concourse with flags and banners moved along the 
road toward Veroli. It was truly a triumphal procession... At its 
head were the sodalities of the young men and ladies, then the semi- 
narians, the members of religious orders, the attendant priests and 
prelates, and lastly followed the coffin which was banked with flowers 
and borne by representative men. Bringing up the rear were prominent 
citizens of Veroli, and a great throng of men, women and children. 

The procession was brought to a halt before the cathedral, and 
the Most Reverend Bishop, ascending the steps, addressed the throng 
on the significance of this eventful ceremony. At the conclusion of his 
discourse, the Abbot of Subiaco sang the absolution. Then from near- 
by windows, roofs and balustrades a shower of flowers descended, 
and amid prayer and rejoicing the procession wended its way to the 
convent of St. Mary’s. The coffin was deposited in the center of the 
convent church, which was soon transformed into a bower of flowers. 
At the altar of St. Benedict, the Benedictine Fathers who were partici- 
pating in the ceremony sang a liturgical hymn in honor of their holy 
Founder as a fitting homage of jubilation and thanksgiving. Then 
from the choir of the Sisters arose the strains of a hymn of greeting 
to their dear one, now returned to the bosom of her religious family. 

Never had Veroli witnessed such a triumph. The number of par- 
ticipants was estimated at 20,000. Three bishops, more than a dozen 
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abbots and prelates, hundreds of priests and clerics, and thousands ot 
devout lay persons, had acted as a guard of honor to the humble lay 
Sister. But heaven, too, showed its good pleasure. Numerous striking 
favors of a miraculous character were obtained on that day through the 
intercession of the servant of God. 

Because of the crowds of the faithful who came to venerate the 
remains of Sister Mary Fortunata, the church remained open all night, 
and was constantly filled with pious worshipers. All wished to touch 
the coffin, to kiss it, to lay flowers upon it, to pray beside it. In the 
early morning hours, Masses were commenced, during which many 
people received Holy Communion. At ten o’clock the Bishop cele- 
brated a solemn pontifical requiem. Afterwards, four dignitaries of 
the city bore the coffin to the portal of the convent, where it was 
received with tears of joy by the Abbess Candida and her Sisters. 
Again a shower of flowers descended upon the coffin as it was borne 
to its designated resting place. 


A New “Wonder-Worker”’ 


The concourse of pilgrims which began on March 21, 1935, con- 
tinues to the present day. Singly and in groups, persons of all walks 
of life come to visit the tomb of the wonder-worker of Veroli, to seek 
her aid in their troubles and afflictions and to offer testimonies of their 
loving devotion. Votive lights and fresh flowers are kept constantly 
before the marble slab which marks the spot where her mortal remains 
lie entombed. The convent of Santa Maria receives a constant flow 
of testimonies of favors obtained, of petitions to be commended to the 
intercession of “dear good Sister Fortunata,” and of requests for pic- 
tures and remembrances of the servant of God. 

The simplicity of her life, the unassuming modesty of Sister Mary 
Fortunata, seem to have captivated all hearts, and her name passes 
from lip to lip without any effort at spreading her fame. Already the 
investigation of her saintly life and the examination of the numerous 
miracles wrought through her intercession is making favorable progress, 
and it is hoped that the day is not far distant when God will glorify 
His humble handmaid by permitting her name to be enrolled in the 
calendar of the blessed. 


eHopote 


An English version of the life of Sister Mary Fortunata will be available 
in the near future. When the edition is ready, notice will be given of the price 
of the book and the place where it may be purchased. Leaflets bearing her 
picture and a short sketch of her life may be obtained from the 

Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 














Know and Explain Your Catholic Faith 


The Apostles’ Creed 


FOURTH ARTICLE 
Suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, died and was buried. 


Continued 


HE holy evangelists pass over in silence the hours inter- 
vening between the condemnation of Jesus in the court 
of Caiphas and the assembly of the council on the follow- 
ing morning. It requires no stretch of the imagination, 
however, to picture the sufferings inflicted upon Jesus 
and the continued brutal treatment accorded Him during 
the remaining hours of the night. Nature, too, must 
have inflicted its own peculiar torments. As the night 

was chilly and Our Savior but scantily clad, He must have suffered 
keenly from the cold. Naturally, too, He must have been overcome by 
weariness and exhaustion, and tortured by thirst. In addition, His 
sacred feet must have ached painfully, since He hud been on them 
almost constantly since His arrest and had been dragged hither and 
thither over rough and stony ways. 

As for the tortures inflicted upon Him by His captors, private 
revelations on the Passion, particularly those of Anna Catherine Em- 
merich and Maria of Agreda, describe scenes of merciless cruelty. 
According to these revelations, Jesus was imprisoned in a filthy under- 
ground dungeon beneath the court of Caiphas, and there subjected to 
a continual round of buffeting and insolent treatment at the hands of 
the brutal soldiers who kept the guard. But His Divine patience and 
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meekness never faltered, and as the first rays of morning light sifted 
into His prison cell, He raised His manacled hands heavenward and gave 
thanks to His Heavenly Father in a most touching prayer for the dawn 
of this day so long desired, on which He was to accomplish the world’s 
Redemption. 


The Morning Trials 


Scarcely had morning dawned when the blood-thirsty and furious 
priests and scribes again assembled in order to pass final sentence upon 
Jesus, so that they might deliver Him to the Roman Governor for exe- 
cution. The proceedings of the previous night could pass only for a 
preliminary examination, for the law required that sentence must be 
passed in the day time. Anxious to preserve the semblance of justice 
before the people, the council was therefore called at daybreak, and 
Jesus was again brought forth to answer the charges brought against 
Him. We may be certain that the servants and soldiers omitted none 
of their wonted cruelties in bringing forth the Divine Prisoner, who in 
silence permitted Himself to be led forth like a victim of sacrifice. 

Pitiful indeed must have been the appearance of Jesus as He stood 
once more in the presence of the assembly. Again the high priest 
questioned Him concerning His claimed quality of Messiah. Jesus, 
majestic even in His degraded condition, raised His Divine head and 
answered with solemn dignity: “If I shall tell you, you will not believe 
Me. And if I shall ask you (by what right you treat Me thus) you will 
not answer Me nor let Me go. But hereafter the Son of Man shall be sit- 
ting on the right hand of the power of God” (Luke xii. 67-70). Thus a 
second time, clearly and firmly, the Prisoner declared Himself to be the 
Son of God. This was precisely the testimony the iniquitous tribunal 
was expecting and wishing to hear from the lips of Jesus, and the 
members exclaimed in wild triumph: ‘‘What need we further testimony? 
for we ourselves have heard it from His own mouth” (Ibid. 71). Now 
the Savior’s fate was sealed. He had grossly blasphemed in declaring 
Himself to be the Son of God. The sitting was at once closed, and the 
sentence of death unanimously pronounced. 

As time was urgent, on account of the nearness of the festival, 
steps were immediately taken to carry the sentence into effect. How- 
ever, the Jews lacked the power to execute a death sentence. Accord- 
ing to the laws of the Roman Empire, by which Judea was then gov- 
erned, capital punishment was reserved to the senate or the emperor 
and his representatives in remote provinces. The temporal ruler of 
Palestine at that time was Pontius Pilate, a pagan, who governed Judea 
in the name of the Emperor. To his judgment hall, therefore, they 
now conducted the Divine Prisoner, still bound no doubt with the chains 
and ropes in which they had taken Him from the garden. The entire 
assembly seems to have joined the band that escorted Him thither. 
How great must have been the discomfort and humiliation suffered by 
the innocent Savior during this procession, which passed in a noisy 
and conspicuous manner through the principal parts of the city, along 
streets crowded with pilgrims who had come to celebrate the Pasch 
and who gathered in curious groups to see the spectacle. 
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The End of Judas 


Judas, the perfidious traitor, had meanwhile repented of his deed, 
and was even now making a despairing effort to save his Master from 
the awful fate that threatened Him. He had followed the events of 
the night from the arrest in the garden, and even his stony heart seems 
to have been touched by the superhuman meekness and patience of 
Jesus in the midst of such inconceivable tortures and outrages. When 
he saw that Jesus was condemned to death, he was seized with pangs 
of remorse. Doubtless the thought of the consequences of his awful 
crime terrified him. But his sorrow lacked the essential virtues of 
hope, confidence and love. He had no saving humility, no repentant 
tears, no trust in God. Had he, like Peter, sought pardon, he would 
certainly have obtained it, and the kiss of reconciliation might have 
blotted out the shameful kiss of treason which he had imprinted upon 
the Master’s cheek. But the magnitude and dreadfulness of his crime 
appeared to him beyond pardon, and black despair took possession of 
his heart. Impelled no doubt by the fury of his passion, and goaded 
on by Satan, he hastened to the Temple and accosted the chief priests 
and elders with the despairing cry: ‘‘I have sinned in betraying innocent 
blood”’ (Matt. xxvii. 4). But they answered with heartless coldness 
and contempt: ‘“‘What is that to us? Look thou to it’ (Ibid. 5). The 
last spark of hope of saving his Master was now extinguished. Casting 
down the thirty pieces of silver, Judas rushed forth and hanged himself 
on a tree outside the city walls. We are told by the “Acts of the Apos- 
tles’’ (i. 18) that his body burst asunder and all his bowels gushed out. 
A terrible warning, indeed, to all who beheld this gruesome spectacle 
and recognized therein a sign of the retribution meted out for the 
traitor’s awful crime. In a vain endeavor to flee forever from the 
Master he had kissed and betrayed, the unhappy wretch had plunged 
himself into the arms of eternal and avenging justice. 


At the Court of Pontius Pilate 


Pilate usually lived at Caesarea on the sea coast, but came to 
Jerusalem on the occasion of national festivals, his presence being nec- 
essary to preserve law and order among the great crowds assembled 
on those occasions. While there he dwelt in the palace incorporated 
with other public buildings in the great fortress known as the Antonia. 

Apparently the trial of Jesus was held in the open forum, a kind 
of market place in front of the praetorium or judgment hall. Leading 
to the praetorium was a broad flight of marble steps and a terrace from 
which conversation could be held with people in the forum below. Jesus 
was rudely dragged up these steps and arraigned before the judge. The 
chief priests and Jews, however, kept at a certain distance, refusing 
to enter the palace or the praetorium because intercourse with a gentile 
would have rendered them legally unclean and would have excluded 
them from eating the Paschal supper that evening. Alas! how incon- 
sistent and hypocritical was their conduct! While minutely observing 
the prescriptions of the law to guard themselves from external defile- 
ment, they made no scruple of transgressing the eternal law and of 
defiling their souls with the uncleanness of sacrilege by making them- 
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selves guilty of the murder of the Son of God. And thus while they 
scrupulously avoided everything that might exclude them from eating 
the Paschal lamb, they blindly led to slaughter the true Lamb of God 
who alone could make atonement for sin, and of whom the Paschal 
lamb had but served as a figure. 

It is probable that the chief priests had sent Pilate notice of their 
business and had requested him to transact it with them from the 
terrace. And Pilate, although a heathen, yielded to their scruples and 
went out to them, deeming it unwise no doubt to incur their displeasure 
by refusing their request. According to the formality customary among 
the Romans he asked: ‘‘What accusation bring you against this Man?” 
(John xviii. 29.) This question seems to have annoyed the Jews. Very 
likely the message sent to Pilate had included the information that the 
criminal was already condemned and the sentence needed only to be 
ratified by him and put into effect. Now evidently he intended to 
re-open the whole affair, and this would occupy much time. They 
therefore answered with ill-concealed annoyance: “If he were not a 
malefactor, we would not have delivered Him up to thee’’ (Ibid. 30). 

Pilate, wishing to rid himself of this unpleasant affair, answered 
that they had better punish the condemned man in so far as their 
jurisdiction allowed. Seemingly he was under the impression that the 
accusation turned on some point of religious observance. The Jews, 
however, hastened to set him right by assuring him that the point at 
issue was a political one, of so grave a character as to exceed their 
power of punishment. Here again their base hypocrisy showed itself. 
At the meeting of the Great Council they had condemned Jesus on a 
religious charge, the charge of blasphemy. Now, however, realizing 
that such a charge would carry no weight with the pagan governor, 
they made their accusation suit their purpose by charging the Prisoner 
with treason against the state. ‘We have found this man perverting 
our nation,” they said, ‘‘and forbidding to give tribute to Caesar, and 
saying that He is Christ the King’’ (Luke xxiii. 2). Such accusations 
the Roman Governor certainly could not pass over lightly without en- 
danzering his position. 

Pilate, however, clearly saw that the first two accusations were 
false, and waved them aside. Upon the third, however, he thought 
best to question the Prisoner, and therefore ordered Him to be brought 
into the judgment hall that he might speak to Him privately. ‘Art 
Thou the King of the Jews?” he asked. Jesus answered: ‘“‘Sayest thou 
this thing of thyself, or have others told it thee of Me?” (John xviii. 
33-35.) He wished by these words to warn Pilate not to pander to the 
lying accusations of the Jews if he were not himself convinced of the 
guilt of his prisoner. But Pilate, vexed at the question, answered: 
“Am Ia Jew? Thy own nation, and the chief priests, have delivered 
Thee up to me. What hast Thou done?” (Ibid. 35.) 

Jesus then explained that He laid claim only to a spiritual king- 
dom, a kingdom not of this world. And Pilate, apparently impressed 
by His words, no less than by His noble bearing, asked a second time: 
“Art Thou a king then?” And Jesus answered: “Thou sayest that I 
am a king. For this was I born, and for this came I into the world, 
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that I should give testimony to the truth; everyone that is of the truth, 
heareth My voice” (37). Pilate, however, was not the kind of person 
to become enthusiastic in the quest of truth. He answered therefore 
with skeptical indifference: ““What is truth?” (38); and without wait- 
ing for a reply, he went forth again to the Jews. Satisfied that this 
man was anything but a criminal, and assuredly not an ambitious man 
dangerous to the peace and to the authority of Caesar, he said to them: 
“TI find no cause in Him” (38). 

Pilate’s words called forth a howl of protestation, and the priests 
and scribes began anew to heap accusations upon Jesus: “He stirreth up 
the people, teaching throughout all Judea, beginning from Galilee to 
this place’ (Luke xxiii. 5). Looking down on the shouting crowd, 
Pilate was troubled as he measured the full significance of its savage 
mood. Turning to Jesus, he said, not without a certain inquietude: 
“Dost not Thou hear how great testimonies they allege against Thee?” 
(Matt. xxvii. 13.) But Jesus held His peace, so that Pilate wondered 
exceedingly. Other criminals were loud and vehement in protesting 
their innocence, but this man uttered not a single word in self-defense. 

Pilate knew not what to do. On the one hand, seeing the Jews so 
determined on the death of Jesus, he knew it would be difficult to 
satisfy them without consenting to their demands; and on the other 
hand, he clearly saw that they were persecuting Him out of envy and 
their accusations were false and ridiculous. Had he only possessed a 
due regard for justice, he would have done his duty at once and have 
let Jesus go free. But Pilate was one of those men who place their own 
interests above every other consideration and are quite ready to sacrifice 
the right if their interests require it. At bottom he feared the Jews, 
and dreaded doing anything to excite discontent among them. He had 
experienced their displeasure on several former occasions when he had 
dealt indiscreetly with them, and was anxious to avoid the uprisings 
which had followed on those occasions. But, while seeking ways and 
means to appease them, he only excited them the more, and in the 
end, conceding them all they asked, he became, almost in spite of 
himself, the instrument of their hatred against the Innocent One, whom 
he had not the courage to save. To be continued 

ts ts Sas Sol 


“That the Mohammedans May Acknowledge Christ 
the Redeemer’’ 
(Mission Intention for July) 


The intention for which Holy Mother the Church requests the prayers of 
the faithful during July is the conversion of the Mohammedans to the Christian 
Faith. There are in the world today some 248 million Mohammedans, separat- 
ing Christian Europe from the Christian Churches of the East. In addition, 
India and Africa are now threatened with being overrun by the false teachings 
of this religion, and of thus being lost to the Catholic Faith. Shall the Precious 
Blood of Christ have been shed in vain for these millions of souls? —Let us 
add to our prayers for this intention the frequent offering of the Precious Blood, 
that Islamism may be rooted out and the Faith of Christ celebrate a glorious 
triumph. 
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The Precious Pledge of Deliverance 
from Purgatory 





URING the month of July, which is devoted by Holy 
Church to the veneration of the Precious Blood of Our 
Savior, let us often consider that he who has to atone 
for even the least sins cannot enter heaven until he has 
rendered perfect satisfaction to Divine Justice. Holy 
Scripture itself tells us that into heaven “there shall 
not enter anything defiled” (Apoc. xxi. 27). Therefore, 

God, in His justice, keeps the souls still defiled by the stains of sin in 

the prison of purgation and will not permit them to enter the realms 
of glory until they have 
been perfectly cleansed 
from all stain. 

But because God, the 
just Judge, is also the ten- 
der Father who is grieved 
by the separation from 
such beloved souls, and be- 
cause He ardently desires 
to be united with them 
forever, He has placed 
the precious pledge of 
their deliverance into our 
keeping. This priceless 
pledge is the Precious 
Blood of His well beloved 
Son. Oh, what a wonder- 
ful means we thus have 
for assisting the poor 
souls! What alleviation 
the Blood of the Lamb 
brings to them! It ex- 
tinguishes the purging 
flames, breaks the painful 
fetters and opens for them the doors of the fiery prison, so that they 
can exclaim in all truth with the Prophet Zacharias: “Thy Adorable 
Blood, O Lord, has drawn us out of the pool of fire wherein our sins 
had plunged us!” 

The Blood of the Savior can be applied to the poor souls in various 
ways, yet none is more efficacious than to do so during the holy Sacrifice 








The Precious Blood, offered during Holy Mass, 
delivers the poor souls from their torments. 
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of the Mass. Oh, how many souls owe their deliverance to the daily 
offering of the Precious Blood during the Adorable Sacrifice! With 
what longing desire the poor souls sigh for the moment when the 
Precious Blood will bring them alleviation! With what eagerness the 
angels of heaven hasten to extinguish the flames enveloping the poor 
souls when the Adorable Blood is offered upon our altars! Who of 
us would not, then, hasten to their assistance. Who of us would be 
so unfeeling as to remain untouched by the cries of lamentation emerg- 
ing from purgatory and by the contemplation of the misery of the suffer- 
ing souls? 

In his eagerness to bring relief to the sufferers in purgatory, St. 
Bernard cries out to us as he did to the people of his own day: “Make 
haste, make haste, come to their assistance! By the fervor of your 
petitions, by the ardor of your exercises of devotion, but especially by 
the Blood of the Immaculate Lamb which you may apply to them in 
the Holy Sacrifice, come to their assistance!” Without doubt it is to 
encourage us to the assistance of the poor souls that Our Lord has at 
times permitted souls to be plainly seen ascending to heaven while the 
Holy Sacrifice was being offered for the faithful departed. 

Let us, then, take to heart the need of the poor souls and long 
for their deliverance even as Our Lord does. We may be assured that if, 
through our help, some souls have come to the possession of heavenly 
glory, they will not forget to implore grace and mercy for us, for no 
ungrateful soul has ever entered heaven. During this month, let us 
often make use of the following or some similar prayer: — 

Deign to remember, O most loving Jesus, that You are not only 
the Judge but also the Father of the children of Sion who are still 
detained in purgatory on account of the debts of their sins. Do not 
disdain to hear our prayers for their deliverance. We unite our voices 
with the infinite merits of Your Precious Blood. From this moment 
may It be the price of their alleviation! Oh, if but one drop would 
suffice to extinguish the flames enveloping them, what should we not 
hope for since we offer all the Blood You have shed, in their behalf! 
Forgive us, O most tender Jesus, for begging so earnestly and for so 
much. See, it is not only for some souls that we pray, but for all, all 
without exception. Hasten, then, we beg of You, hasten to deliver 
them from the dark prison; call them to the heavenly glory, so that 
without intermission they may sing for all eternity the song of joy 
and jubilation: “Redemisti nos, Domine, in sanguine tuo — Thou hast 
redeemed us, O Lord, in Thy Precious Blood.” 


etopetpe 
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Confidence in the Sacred Heart* 


AILY, many terrifying accounts reached our ears. In 
order to increase the confidence of my parishioners in 
the Sacred Heart, I introduced, after the Rosary, the 
praying of the Crown of Confidence in the Sacred Heart, 
which consists of five Our Fathers in honor of the Holy 
Wounds, after each Our Father repeating five times the 
miraculous ejaculation: Sacred Heart of Jesus, I trust 
in Thee. Then we recited together the Litany of the 
Sacred Heart. I learned many months later that a goodly 

number of my parishioners continued this practice faithfully after | 

was forced to leave them and go into hiding. 

Each day the danger made itself felt more clearly. Not a single 
day passed in which we did not learn that this or that priest from a 
neighboring village had disappeared. The method used was quite 
simple. A few armed men would come in search of the parish priest. 
They would take him in a truck to the capital, and nothing more would 
be heard of him. There the priest would be locked up in the jail until 
his time had come to be tortured or cruelly martyred. Much has already 
been written on the unbending faith of the priests, to the glory of my 
companions, who feared neither the tortures nor the bullets of the 
“Reds.” 

For myself, I could not expect better treatment. But I felt obliged 
to take some care to preserve my life for the sake of the souls which 
the Lord had confided to my keeping. Human prudence seemed to me 
absolutely necessary; therefore I studied, with some friends, several 
means of safeguarding my life, as the danger was imminent. How the 
Lord must have smiled at my stratagems, my lack of knowledge of the 
power of perfect confidence in Him! For I supposed such confidence 
incompatible with reasonable human securities. Yet, after all, God 
does not exclude human means— what He does exclude is our con- 
fidence in them independent of Him. The means are means only when 
they receive power from Him. It is painful to the Lord to see us place 
our confidence in arrangements which fall when the wind is contrary. 
How many times does He not seemingly take complacency in overthrow- 
ing our human calculations, that in our successes we may realize His 
exclusive work. Thus did He deal with me amid the dangers of per- 
secution... I shall never doubt it. 


Persecution 
Our fears for safety were soon brought to a crisis. On the 7th of 
August, we were informed that in a neighboring village, lots had been 
cast by the “‘Reds’’ to determine who of the persecutors should come 
to destroy the images and altars in our village church and to kill the 
priest. From this point of my narrative, I should like to lay special 
stress upon all that I am to relate, for here was first manifested the 








*The story of Reverend Angelo de Toledo, in his own words, who was in charge 
of a small parish of 400 inhabitants, as also of another small hamlet about two miles 
distant, at the outbreak of the war recently terminated in Spain. 
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special protection accorded by the Sacred Heart to His poor priest. 

Upon the advice of trustworthy friends, I decided to leave my 
home that night for the old village which was also under my pastoral 
care, and there to hide myself in the home of a friend who I knew was 
worthy of my every confidence. Since the “Reds’’ knew there was no 
resident priest in that village, it was not likely they would go there in 
search of one. Therefore, as soon as darkness settled down upon the 
earth I started out from my home, accompanied by a young man who 
had been one of my best friends and helpers in the parish work. We 
traveled with our rosaries in hand, repeating over and over again the 
ejaculation: “Sacred Heart of Jesus, I trust in Thee.” 

When we had reached a certain distance outside the town, I begged 
my companion to return, as I did not want him to expose himself to 
danger. He reluctantly consented, bade me farewell and I continued 
on alone. Fear and the darkness seemed to combine to make the way 
to my destination endless. Those moments were submerged in depths 
of anguish. But the recitation of the rosary and the ejaculation of 
confidence sustained my courage until at last I could see ahead the 
village wrapped in silence and darkness. In my eagerness to reach it, 
I forgot all precaution, and approached just as I always did when I 
came to celebrate the Holy Sacrifice or on my visits. However, as I 
approached closer I saw distinctly several men who were apparently 
acting as guards. I do not know whether they were from the village 
or whether they were militiamen sent from outside. However the 
case may be, the Divine Heart provided that those guards should be 
asleep at the time of my approach and thus they did not perceive the 
presence of him whom they were doubtless seeking. 

With all haste I passed the sleeping guards and turned my steps 
toward the home of my friend. I knocked and he opened to me. Upon 
hearing my story, he offered me charitable hospitality, giving me a 
comfortable place to rest. How vividly I now felt the Divine protection! 
I might say that for the first time in my life I felt myself in the arms 
of God! Ah, how wanting in confidence we often are because of the 
weakness of our nature! Perhaps it is because God’s ways are ways 
of faith, of total abandonment — while we always want visible aid, 
material security. The confidence God asks of us is not that of the rich 
man who counts before his eyes his bank notes, but rather that of the 
poor who receives merely his daily bread without ever seeing his pantry 
filled. In meditation such as this I passed part of that never-to-be-for- 
gotten night. At the dawn of the next day, I offered myself anew to 
the Lord, with the most fervent act of confidence, disposed to accept 
from His hand whatever He deigned to send me. 


Ravening Wolves 


In the meantime, what was happening in my own parish? Soon 
it became apparent to the villagers that their pastor had fled, but as 
no one had seen me leave, no one knew any details of my disappearance. 

The following day, as I was told later, four militiamen came to the 
parish in search of cattle, so they said, but that they had other pur- 
poses was soon made evident. They went straight to the house where 
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I had lived, and with guns in hand ordered the family to tell them where 
the priest was. These good people simply replied that the priest had 
been seen that morning toward the top of the mountain. But this reply 
did not satisfy the hungry wolves. They proceeded to look in every 
corner of the house, not excepting the cellar, attic and even the hay 
stack. Angered because of not finding their prey, they went to the 
church, where they forced the pious villagers to look on while they 
broke images and destroyed the most valuable ornaments. 

With even greater fury they returned to the village the next day, 
determined to find the priest. They once more came to my former home, 
and threatened the family as they had done the preceding day. The 
poor people replied honestly that they knew nothing of my hiding place. 
Then the men went to other houses, with the same result. They even 
tried to learn of my whereabouts from the children, but as no one knew, 
they could learn nothing. After going through all the houses in the 
village, they were at length convinced that I was not there. They 
returned once more to the church and burned all the books in the 
rectory with the exception of a few which I had hidden. Then they 
left guards in the village and proceeded on to a neighboring town. 

In my place of retreat, I had remained a few days. To this village, 
too, the ‘‘Reds’’ came to ask for the priest, but as no one had seen me, 
they could learn nothing. These days were days of tranquillity for me, 
though naturally I felt deeply agitated at the reports which reached me. 
But I could now dedicate long hours to meditation, and thus I tried 
to surrender my will to the Divine will as a means to obtain dominion 
over my Own nature, and a perfect trust in the Lord. But confidence, 
complete confidence, is difficult; it is a virtue requiring exercise and 
abnegation more or less prolonged. Therefore, since the Lord wished 
me to acquire this virtue in a more perfect degree, He did not spare 
me a single necessary trial. To be continued 


opopoteo 


Explanation of Our Cover Design 


MONG the inspiring midsummer feasts of the Church is that of the 
po Visitation of the Blessed Virgin Mary, celebrated on July 2d. This 

mystery is symbolically portrayed by our cover design. The lily, bearing 
in its chalice a host, represents Mary, the Lily of Israel, bearing in her chaste 
bosom the Son of God made man. (The Greek letters X P on the host signify 
Christ.) On the scroll below are the words of Elizabeth's greeting to Mary, 
“Blessed art thou among women, and blessed is the Fruit of thy womb.” The 
inscription encircling the lily design is the opening verse of the Magnificat, the 
sublime canticle of praise and thanksgiving which welled from Mary's lips on 
the occasion of her visit to Elizabeth. 

The words “Ave Maria” at the upper left recall the salutation of the Angel 
Gabriel at the time of the Incarnation. Those at the upper right, “Ecce Agnus 
Dei,” are significant of St. John, the Precursor, as yet unborn, who was later 
to point out the Savior to his disciples with these significant words: “Behold 
the Lamb of God.” The hills in the background recall the words of the Gospel, 
“And Mary, rising up in those days, went into the hill country with haste...” 











A Modern Mary Magdalen 





1S THE curtain fell on the last scene of a brilliant per- 
formance in a certain London theatre, a thunderous burst 
of applause proclaimed the new star of the “Varieties” 
a wonderful success. As the enthusiastic throng left the 
theatre, there was but one word upon the lips of those 
who had witnessed, spell-bound, the skillful performance 
of the glamorous artist from Paris: Eve Lavalliere! Eve 
Lavalliere! 

However, in the quiet, shadowy garden behind the theatre, quite 
another scene was enacting, as a dark, lithe figure, muffled in a rich 
fur coat, hurried toward that part of the grounds bordering on the 
Thames River. Grimly, she leaned far out over the parapet of the 
embankment, gazing upon the deep, still waters below. Her sinister 
purpose was unmistakable... “Hey, there, what are you up to?” 
gruffly demanded a policeman, who had apparently witnessed just such 
scenes before. “Why, it is Eve Lavalliere... Excuse me, Madame, 
but...” In a bitter voice, revealing the feelings which surged in the 
depths of her heart, despite the enthusiastic acclaim which she had just 
received, the pet of theatre-goers exclaimed: “Yes it is true; I was 
about to put an end to it all.” For despite her fame and fabulous 
wealth, Eve was unhappy. As she later confessed, a voice seemed to 
haunt her continually, saying: “Eve, you were not made for this.” And 
the disgust for life had at times caused her to despair, to the point of 
wanting to commit suicide. 

But it had not always been thus. In the earlier years of her stage 
career, Eve had been intoxicated, as it were, by the wine of applause 
and adulation offered her on every side. Theatres flashed her name on 
their billboards, newspapers extolled her beauty and her skill, admirers 
showered her with gifts and flowers. And Eve reigned as a queen 
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on the pedestal of popularity, revelling in her riches and in the ap- 
plauses of the world. Then the rays of grace began to penetrate through 
the glamor which surrounded her life, and the voice of God made itself 
heard in her soul above the flattering tongues of her admirers. She 
felt an ever-growing disgust for the vanities and the deceitful pleasures 
in which her life was passed. And with the disgust grew also her 
determination to end it all, though as yet she knew not the marvelous 
way in which this should be accomplished. 


The Hour of Grace Strikes 


It was a Sunday afternoon. Eve was in the garden of her new 
country home in France. Only a week before she had come to beautiful 
‘Touraine to recuperate her delicate health. The winter months of that 
year, 1917, were to find her touring the United States, for she had made 
a contract to appear in various cities in this country. At that time Eve 
was a firm adherent of spiritualism. On the particular Sunday after- 
noon in question, she was in the garden of her new home feasting her 
yes upon the luscious cherries which hung so invitingly from the 
branches. Alas, they were forbidden fruit, for she had rented the 
castle on the understanding that the fruits of the garden were to remain 
the property of the owners. 

As Eve was musing over her unfortunate acquiescence to these 
terms, who should appear upon the scene but the parish priest. As 
guardian of the youthful owners, he had leased the property to Eve. 
He first inquired of her whether she liked her new home. “Well, yes 
and no,” she answered. “Those cherries are very tempting, and I regret 
having given my word not to touch them.” There was a twinkle in 
the eyes of the Cure as he said: “Well, we shall amend our bargain. 
You may have all the cherries in the garden, but on one simple condi- 
tion: that you come to hear my sermon during High Mass next Sunday.” 
“Is that all you ask? Of course, I accept.” And Eve was as good as 
her word. 

It was the hour of grace. Her heart was touched by the sermon 
of the simple country priest, for God had sent him across her path. 
At his next visit, Eve purposely directed the conversation to spiritualism. 
The priest’s answer was as plain and simple as himself. “You believe 
‘in the devil because in your meetings you can come in direct contact 
with him. Be on your guard; it may happen that some day you will 
become better acquainted with him than you would wish.” Eve’s soul 
trembled within her. The words of the priest made a deep impression. 
For the first time, seeds fruitful of eternal life fell into the soil of her 
soul. Exceedingly troubled, she said later to the one friend she had 
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taken into her summer retreat: “Leonie, if there is a devil, God is also 
a reality... But then — what shall I do? What kind of a life have 
I been leading?” These questions burned into her soul, until God gave 
her the answer through a book which the parish priest gave her, at 
the same time telling her that a woman such as she had been ought to 
read the book on her knees. It was the “Life of St. Mary Magdalen” 
by Lacordaire. Obediently, Eve read the book on her knees. Now at 
length the great change had come! Eve Lavalliere had found God, 
never to leave Him again. From that decisive hour, she was never to 
leave the Master’s feet, but spiritually bathing them in her tears as did 
Mary Magdalen in reality before her, she, too, was to find the forgive- 
ness of much because she loved much. 


Fortune’s Pampered Child Embraces Poverty 


After a due course of instruction, the penitent was permitted to 
receive her first Holy Communion, together with her friend Leonie. 
Henceforth Eve’s life was dedicated to God. “Always and everywhere 
Thy holy will, O Lord, never mine!” she wrote at that time. Heretofore 
she had dedicated her beauty and her incomparable talents to the theatre, 
with its tinsel pleasures and false admirers. Now she severed all her 
connections with the past. With characteristic thoroughness, she can- 
celled all her theatrical contracts, much to the chagrin of her devotees. 
Like St. Francis of Assisi, she cast off the robe of riches and fame at 
the feet of Dame Fortune, whose pampered child she had been. The 
precious jewels and garments, the valuable furs and household furnish- 
ings — all were sold and the proceeds given to the poor and to her 
former servants to keep them in their old age. 

For herself, Eve now retained only what was necessary. Taking 
Leonie with her, she traveled to Lourdes. Four years she lived there 
in the most humble circumstances. She was often seen kneeling in the 
grotto or gathering twigs to warm her simple home. What was especial- 
ly noticeable in her at this time was her simple, unaffected bearing. 
Her letters indicated her deep consciousness of repentance, which did 
not, however, tempt her in the least to assume the role of the “great 
penitent.” All posing and anything theatrical was most distasteful 
to her. She had received a great grace — but it had not made of her 
a gloomy or unsociable person. Not seldom she related with a mis- 
chievous smile her former triumphs on the stage, and the means she had 
used to win success, often at the expense of her rivals. She made no 
effort to conceal her cruelty at those times. “Oh, how wicked I have 
been,” she would say, “and how Our Lord has changed me! Sometimes 
I ask myself if I am still really the same person.” 
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In vain did Eve try to enter the Carmel or the Order of the Visi- 
tation. Nor was her delicate health suited to the rigors of such a life. 
Thuillieres, a small village hidden away in the Vosges Mountains, had 
now become her home. There, isolated from the world, amid the soli- 
tude of the hills, she found peace and rest. There, together with her 
ever-faithful friend, Leonie, she lived a simple life of union with God. 
At length she had understood that the religious state was not her voca- 
tion, and had then resorted to the Third Order of St. Francis, which 
is a form of religious life adapted for people in the world. 

Having become a Tertiary in name, Eve strove to be one also in 
truth. She had much in common with the seraphic St. Francis: like 
him, she regarded the path to heaven as a straight though steep one. 
Though her library consisted of a few excellent books by worthy spirit- 
ual writers, Eve preferred the grass and the flowers of the field, the 
birds and the stars, and “Brother Sun,” to lead her to God. Nature 
was an ever open book to this “earth’s eternal orphan,” wherein she 
read the name and teachings of her Heavenly Father. 


The Call of the Missions 
At this time, the Archbishop of Carthage in Africa, Msgr. Lamaitre, 


sought to win her services for the African missions. Eve was enthusi- 
astic about the proposal, but she had learned that she had developed 
an incurable sickness, and was doubtful whether her strength would 
allow her to undertake such a mission. The Archbishop advised her 
to try. .A letter at this time revealed her joy. One cannot determine 
whether she was most joyful because the doctor had disclosed to her 
her dangerous illness, or because of the promise that she might become 
a missionary, or because of the tender consideration of the Savior, who 
ordained that she should prepare herself for her missionary labors at 
the sanctuary of St. Mary Magdalen at St. Baume. She wrote at that 
time: “Perhaps you know the latest. Jesus has chosen me and I am 
overjoyed. This morning after Holy Mass, Msgr. Lamaitre dedicated 
Leonie and me to Our Lady of Africa, in a touching ceremony, and 
has accepted us as missionaries of Soudan. We have received a cross 
as insignia blessed by the Holy Father, and are now members of the 
Mission Society. Thereby, we have part in all the merits of the mis- 
sionaries. What a grace! We shall always be grateful for it; at 
present we are truly Our Savior’s spoilt children. Above all, I am 
privileged because of my sickness. Jesus could have taken me without 
giving me a sign. How often it happens that one is really in a bad 
condition, and everyone knows it except the one concerned! But I 
have learned all... every particular. 
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“The 25th of this month, we start for St. Baume. I entrust this 
secret to you and yours, no one else need know of it. It is another 
wonderful privilege to spend two months where St. Mary Magdalen 
has atoned for so much, has loved so much! Everything in the future 
will depend on my physical condition. By it Jesus will give His 
directions. If He wills, the wish of the Archbishop will be fulfilled. 
if He does not will it — all right. Only His will be done!” 

At the call of Jesus, Eve left the village home, now become so- 
dear to her, to labor in the desert sands of Africa. After a short time 
of training and adjustment in an infirmary at Tunis, she and Leonie 
began their journey through the desert. They proceeded as far as. 
Zaghuan and Kef, but Eve could go no farther; her strength failed her. 
Jesus had made evident His will and she submitted. The Archbishop 
then advised her to return to France. Thus, Eve found herself once- 
again in her beloved solitude in the Vosges Mountains. Here she lived! 
contented, hidden away from the world. Occasionally some of her 
former friends would try to break into her solitude, bu: she received 
none of the great ones of this world. She lived for God, in prayer and 
meditation and works of charity. She called her little home “Bethania.” 
There she wanted the Lord to be at home, just as He had been with 
Martha and Mary and Lazarus. That such might be even more the 
case, she was eager to have the enthronement ceremony performed. In 
asking a friend to thank Father Matheo for pictures he had sent her, 
she wrote: “Ah, he wrote so fittingly on my picture: ‘Be strong unto 
death.’ Please tell him how grateful we are and how much we appre- 
ciate his gifts.” 


In the Crucible of Suffering 


Soon Eve’s condition became visibly worse. She had to leave the 
care of her beloved sick to her friend. She could no longer leave her 
bed. The last years of her life were an uninterrupted martyrdom, 
which she endured joyfully in union with her suffering Savior. Though 
tortured in every sense, her eyes included, she sang: “Be Thou praised, 
O Lord, for all Thou hast taken from me; for my miserable body which 
is decomposing, for my paralyzed limbs, my organs, my putrid mouth 
and eyes. I offer them all to Thee; take also my reputation, my con- 
solation and my pride, if Thou wilt.” And when the pain became more 
acute than usual, she would ask Leonie to sing: “Sing, Leonie, that I 
may not fall asleep, but that I may think of God.” Does this not 
remind one of St. Francis of Assisi? 

During the last days an operation on the eyes became necessary- 
The doctors found that because of her great weakness it would not be 
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possible for her to take an anaesthetic. Here Eve once more showed 
her great will power. No one supported her head during the operation, 
which the doctors said entailed great pain, and no sigh nor sound 
escaped her lips. The thought of reparation stifled every murmur. 
When the doctor feared he was hurting her too much, she exclaimed: 
“My God, I offer it all to Thee.” 


The Eternal Easter Dawns 


Eve’s sickness made rapid progress. The visits of the priest be- 
came more frequent. On the morning of Wednesday, July 10th, 1929, 
she entered upon her death agony. No longer able to speak, but fully 
conscious, she united spiritually with Leonie and the priest as they 
recited the prayers for the dying. When they reached the invocation 
of the Litany of Loreto: “Queen of Peace, pray for us!” Eve cast a 
pleading look upon the priest. Understanding her request, he raised 
his hand in blessing, for the last time giving absolution to the dying 
penitent. At his “Amen” her soul took its flight from this earth, to 
wing its way to that eternal home for which she had longed so ardently. 
It was Eve’s Easter morn, and we may well believe that when she saw 
the risen Christ in glory, face to face, she, too, exclaimed in an ecstasy 
of joy: “Rabboni — Master!” 

By the side of the little church she loved so much, rest the mortal 
remains of the once world-famous Eve Lavalliere. Over her grave is 
erected a plain monument which bears the inscription of her own 
choosing: “Here rests Eve Lavalliere, born at Toulouse in 1875; died 
July 10, 1929, as a member of the Third Order of St. Francis. ‘I have 
left everything for God; He alone is sufficient for me.’” And beneath 
this is the prayer -of the penitent Thais: “Thou who hast created me, 
have mercy on me!” 


This brief sketch of the life of one of God’s heroines is written in 
the tenth anniversary year of her death. May it serve as a consolation 
and an encouragement to other souls, who, like Eve, seek to rise to a 
new life in God from an indifferent or perhaps even sinful life in the 
world. May it also serve to impress more deeply upon us that sanctity 
is possible for all, as well as to increase our confidence in Him who has 
said: “My grace is sufficient for thee.” 


eset 
Even After Death Calls You From This World — 


you can continue to promote the honor and glory of our Eucharistic 
God by remembering in your will our Sanctuaries of Perpetual Adora- 
tion. The following is the correct form to use: I give, devise and be- 
queath to the Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, 
Missouri, a corporation organized and existing under the laws of the 
State of Missouri, the sum of ............ etc. 
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Little Lovers’ League 





T SEEMS to us there has been something lacking here al 
Clyde during the last month, for we have not been 
receiving the usual letters from our dear Eucharistic 
Knights and Handmaids, and we have missed them. We 
truly feel a real interest in each one of you and it always 
gives us pleasure to receive your letters. Now we are 
looking forward to next fall, when we hope you will 
have an opportunity to write often again. If any of 

you would like to suggest something interesting for the Little Lovers 

to do next winter, we shall be happy to have you write to us. 

Would you like to hear a story about a little negro lad down in 
the missionary section of Africa? It shows how the little colored 
children there have a real love for Jesus, just as we do. This is the 
story: — 

The Father sacristan of a missionary society in Africa was often 
puzzled to find the altar cloths on the altar wrinkled and out of place, 
after they had been carefully arranged in the morning. Often, too, 
he would find a banana hidden away in a fold of the altar cloth. This 
happened so frequently that at last he decided to watch and see who 
was responsible for it. He had noticed that it usually happened about 
noon, so one day the Father decided to hide in the sacristy during the 
dinner hour near a little window through which he could see all that 
happened in the church. Several people came into the church while 
the Father was watching there, but no one approached the altar. At 
last he decided he might as well make use of the time to recite his Office, 
and had just opened the Breviary when he heard the outer door of the 
church open and close softly. Then he saw a tiny black boy going 
toward the altar. The little fellow stopped at the altar rail and looked 
carefully about to see that no one was watching him. Then he went 
up to the altar and stood in front of the tabernacle. The Father heard 
him say: 

“Good morning, Jesus. It’s dinner time; are You hungry?” Then 
the little fellow lifted the altar cloths as if looking for something hidden 
there. A happy smile lit up his face as he turned once more toward 
the tabernacle and said softly: “Good! I see You have eaten the banana 
I brought You yesterday, dear little Jesus. Here is another one.” 
Standing on tiptoe the boy stretched out his chubby hand holding a 
banana which he concealed carefully beneath the altar cloth just in 
front of the tabernacle. “Look well, Jesus; see where I put it; here 
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it is under the cloth. I don’t want anyone to take it away from You. 
Now I’m going home to drink my rice water. Goodbye, Jesus.” There 
was a brave attempt to make a genuflection before the altar, a big Sign 
of the Cross, and the little fellow was off. 

Now the banana mystery was solved! The Father Missionary 
wiped the tears from his eyes, as he went again to the altar to straighten 
the cloth and to remove the banana from its hiding place. That evening 
he went to the poor little hut of Cesarino (for such was the name of 
the little fellow who had been bringing bananas to Jesus) and he took 
with him a large basket well filled with delicious fruit: bananas, 
oranges, peaches, pineapples. In the basket was a little note which 


read: — 

“The Baby Jesus greets His little friend Cesarino. I thank you for 
the present you have made Me of your banana so often, and above all 
for your loving heart. Try to make that love increase in your heart, 
until the day when I shall invite you to sit down at My table laden with 
delights in paradise. But, dear little Cesarino, do not trouble to bring 
Me any more bananas. You need them yourself, and you have already 
proved to Me how much you love Me. Instead, please accept this little 
basket of fruit, which is all for you and which I send as a pledge of 
the reward I have prepared for you in heaven.” 


Since that day, there have been no more wrinkled altar cloths nor 
hidden bananas in the little mission church, but Cesarino often talks 
about the wonderful banquet which is awaiting him with the Baby 
Jesus in heaven. 

Dear Little Lovers, though we know our Jesus in the tabernacle 
does not need such things as bananas, can we not imitate little Cesarino 
by visiting Jesus daily and bringing Him spiritual “fruits” of little 
victories we have gained over ourselves, little sacrifices we have made 
for love of Him? 

Practice: For your practice this month, try to make a visit to 
Jesus each day if possible, or at least once or twice a week, and pray 


especially for the missionaries. Their life is often a very hard one, 
and we should be glad to help them by our prayers. 


Aspiration: Dear Jesus, bless the labors of the missionaries. Help 
them to bring many souls to You. 


As we did not have space to print two contest letters last month, 
we are now going to let you read the letters written by Robert Mineart, 
of Pleasant Plain, Iowa, and Mary Miller, of Our Lady of Angels 
Academy, Little Falls, Minn. This is Robert’s letter: — 


St. Jude Thaddeus was one of the twelve Apostles, but he must 
not be confused with Judas who betrayed Our Blessed Lord. It is 
this similarity of names that has made him known as the “Forgotten 
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Saint.” St. Jude was brought up as a very holy boy. Some say he 
must have often visited with Jesus. No one knows much about his 
work before he became an Apostle. When Jesus Christ began His 
public life, Jude left everything and accompanied Him. He first 
preached in Mesopotamia. St. Jude was called to the aid of the King 
of Edessa. The king was sick of leprosy. Jude had a beautiful 
picture of Our Lord with which he cured the King of Edessa, Jude 
and his brothers are often called brethren of Our Lord because their 
mother Mary was related to the Blessed Virgin Mary. St. Jude was 
present at the marriage feast of Cana and witnessed the first miracle 
of Our Savior. His feast is kept on October 28th. 

St. Jude had his head cut off. After some time, his body was 
placed in St. Peter’s Church in Rome. Pope Paul III granted an 
indulgence to anyone visiting his tomb. There is a shrine in honor of 
St. Jude in Chicago, Illinois. Many receive favors by praying to St. 
Jude. 


This is what Mary tells us about St. Matthias: — 

What a special favor was bestowed upon this cherished Apostle — 
St. Matthias! He it was who was chosen by Our Lord from all eternity 
to fill the place of the fallen Judas. It was to St. Matthias that this 
happy lot was given. The election of this favored Apostle was surely 
an answer to prayer. 

Shortly after Our Lord’s ascension, His disciples, His Blessed 
Mother and the eleven Apostles met together in an upper room in 
Jerusalem. Altogether there were about one hundred and twenty. 
They were gathered together in prayer, because they were waiting for 
the coming of the Holy Ghost. 

However, there was a solemn act to be performed on the part 
of the Church. The vacancy caused by Judas must be filled. St. Peter, 
being the Vicar of Christ, arose to announce the Divine decree, using 
the words of the Holy Ghost: “His bishopric let another take.” A 
choice had to be made! It was to be made among those who had been 
their companions from the beginning. Two were named of equal 
merit — Joseph, called Barsabas, and Matthias. After praying to God, 
who knows all hearts, they cast lots and the lot fell upon Matthias. 
He, therefore, was numbered among the Apostles. Oh, happy vocation! 
He was faithful to mortification of the flesh. He therefore made his 
election sure. I will try, after the example of St. Matthias, to practice 
some little act of mortification daily, such as rising promptly in the 
morning, when I am called. Thus I will some day be happy with 
Jesus in heaven. The feast of St. Matthias is kept on February 24th. 


epee 
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The Fountains of Salvation 


Similar to the foregoing, containing a brief and clear explanation of the 
Sacraments, in particular Baptism, Confirmation and Holy Orders. Dur- 
ing the vacation season, you may be asked questions concerning these 
very subjects. Secure now your copy of these booklets and be in a 
position to answer them. 64 pages; 10¢ each. 


Devotion to the Holy Wounds 


Appropriate also for July reading. A splendid booklet which explains 
devotion to the Wounds of Our Savior, the portals from whence issued 
His Precious Blood. It contains many prayers in honor of the Holy 
Wounds. 64 pages; 10¢ each. 


Devotion to the Holy Face 


A touching and edifying booklet giving reflections on the devotion to 
the Holy Face of Our Savior, in its various aspects derived from the 
mysteries of His life; an explanation of the Veil of Veronica, and an 
account of the saints who have venerated the Holy Face. Mass Devo- 
tions and many prayers. 5¢ each. 


Good St. Anne — (feast July 26th) 


An interesting booklet which sets forth the dignity of St. Anne as the 
mother of the Blessed Virgin and the grandmother of Our Lord; tells 
also of the marvelous favors obtained through her intercession. St. 
Anne is also the model and patron of Christian mothers. Many prayers 
contained in the booklet. 64 pages; 10¢ each. 


St. Teresa of the Child Jesus 


A charming sketch of the life of this favored child of God, with illustra- 
tions. It sets forth her “Little Way,’’ with practical reflections as to 
its application to every-day life. Prayers. 64 pages; 10¢ each. 


Jesus Loves Me 


An appealing booklet treating of the love of the Son of God as manifested 
in the various mysteries of His life, and particularly in the Holy Eu- 
charist, with beautiful and inspiring reflections on the Precious Blood. 
Many prayers are also given. 5¢ each. 


My Daily Visit 























A very popular booklet which contains reflections and prayers for seven 
visits to our Eucharistic Lord, appropriate for each day of the week, 
together with a Mass devotion of indulgenced prayers; ideal for use 
the year round. 64 pages; 10¢ each. 


Reduction for quantities; postage extra. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 








+¥¢ The Benedictine Booklets * 


COLLECTION of 68 devo- 

tional booklets which have 
brought light, peace and joy to 
countless hearts. They are an ex- 
cellent form of reading for the 
summer months, particularly be- 
cause they are simple and easily 
understood and yet at the same 
time contain a wealth of instruc- 
tive and devotional matter. 


ORDER NOW a complete set 
of the booklets (specially priced 
at $5.00 postpaid) or any of the 
following particularly recom- 


mended for reading during July: 


St. Benedict, the Beloved of God (Patronage feast, July 11th) 





Gives a sketch of the life, miracles and glorious death of this powerful 
helper in various needs, and the patron of a happy death. It also con- 
tains an explanation of the Jubilee Medal of St. Benedict, its wonderful 
efficacy and merits, with prayers. 64 pages; 10¢ each. 


Devotion to the Precious Blood 





A worth-while booklet explaining the excellence of devotion to the 
Precious Blood. Especially appropriate for July, when Holy Church 
directs us to devotion to the Blood of Christ by which we were redeemed. 
The booklet gives the Mass of the Precious Blood, a litany and many 
beautiful prayers. 64 pages; 10¢ each. 


Rays of Catholic Truth 





An excellent brochure which instructs while it pleases. It contains a 
simple yet thorough explanation of some of the most fundamental truths 
of our holy religion, and with the following booklet forms an excellent 
means for Catholics to “brush up” on some of the matters which are 
so widely discussed even by non-Catholics; excellent also for converts. 
64 pages; 10¢ each. 


(See inside cover) 








